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Now at that age, whatever I may be now, I could not be
driven. A soft word, and I was an Abel; an appearance of
force, and I scowled a Cain. Had Musaeus, instead of
being a most common-place character, which assuredly he
was, had it been in his nature to have struck out a single
spark of ardent feeling, to have indulged in a single sigh of
sentiment, Le might perhaps yet have been my friend. His
appeal might have freed me from the domination of the
black spirit, and in weeping over our reconciliation upon
his sensitive bosom, I might have been emancipated from
its horrid thrall. But the moment that Musaeus sought to
influence my private feelings by the agency of public
opinion, he became to me, instead of an object of indiffer-
ence, an object of disgust; and only not of hatred, because
of contempt.

I  did not like the shout; and when, at a considerable
distance, I saw them advancing towards the gate with an
eager run, I was almost tempted to retire: but I had never
yet flinched in the coirrse of my life, and the shame which
I now felt at the contemplation of such an act impelled me
to stay.

They arrived, and gathered round me ; they did not
know how to commence their great business : breathless
and agitated, they looked first at their embarrassed leader
and then at me.

"When I had waited a sufficient time for my dignity, J
rose to quit the place.

* We want you, Fleming/ said the chief.

c Well!* and I turned round and faced the speaker.

I1 tell you what, Fleming/ said he, in a rapid, nervous
style, ' you may think yourself a very great man ; but we do
not exactly understand the way you are going on.    There
is Musaeus; you and he were the greatest friends last half,
and now you do not speak to him, nor to any one else.
And we all think that you should give an explanation of